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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
The idea to include all the tour injuries came from an article on GQ [Gentleman's Quarterly|: "Everybody Hurts," 


by Mark Healy [pp. 16-78, May 2002] 


Thank you to Mad Andy for the beta and to everyone here at Rockfic, for making me feel so welcome, and for 
making the countdown weeks till posting this so much fun. 
"Why are we doing this again?" 


Phil Collen cracks open a beer and plays with the lid, rocking it back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth 
till it breaks. He lets it drop to the floor and rubs his hands on his pants, knees twitching. 


Beside him, stirring a pot and reaching for a salt shaker, is Rick Allen. For the last few minutes, Rick's been 


reading through the instructions in a cookbook, gathering utensils and ingredients. The cramped tour bus 


kitchen fills with the aroma of frying leeks and bell peppers, sunflower oil and butter. Rick hums to himself, 
and Phil very much envies the fellow. He looks so comfortable. Casual. Just slicing up leeks and measuring out 
risotto rice and taking his time, acting as if nothing is wrong. Phil takes a long gulp of beer, wipes the back of 


his hand over his mouth. 
"Why are we doing this again?" 


Lounging on a plush chair, bony legs dangling over the wide, rounded edges, Steve Clark grins. "Didn't you ask 
that already?" He picks idly at the label of a bottle of Stolichnaya he's been working on. Phil very much envies 
him, too. Alcoholic Anaesthesia Steve's good to go for anything. 


Phil slurps the dregs of his beer. "Did anyone answer?" 


From his place at the foldout kitchen table, Rick Savage--that everyone knows as Sav--shoots Phil a look of 
pity. He's been drawing circles in spilt salt on the table top, knocking his fingernails clean on the edges, running 
his hands through his long, curly hair, pulling at split ends, starting again. He casts about for something to say. 
"How's your knee, Phil?" 


Knees have been on Sav's mind quite a lot. Phil's. His. Sprained. What was it the tour med had called it? Hyper- 
extended knee. Bent it the wrong bloody way. And near constant shinsplints. Steve had whiplash. He was this 
close to a ruptured disk in his back, jumping and spinning and not keeping still. Rick had what was termed 
tendonitis, his wrist worn sore from night after night of drumming. Left heel shot for about three days in 
June. Show went on anyway. Their lead singer, Joe Elliott, had caught a nasty cold in May, and hadn't that 
spread quickly? Everyone had it within the week, voices rasping and hoarse, deserting them on whims. But no 
one from the sound tech to the tour manager to the band itself--to their never-ending bafflement--would 
hear about not doing the scheduled shows. That didn't stop Phil from taking one look at a night's set list and 


groaning. 


"Who put ‘Armageddon It after ‘Love Bites’?! Just rip my throat out, why don't ya? Using tweezers for it 
would be less painful than pullin’ this stunt off. This is high note territory right here. It's fuckin bloody vocal 


chord murder!" 


Throat wrapped in a handkerchief, eyes still red and puffy from stumbling about on painkillers, Joe had shot 
him a look of utter defeat. Whatever he was about to say, he'd said before. Had been instructed to say, 
shouted down by the Higher Powers of Touring. "They're big hits. ‘Love Bites’ just broke on that American 
MTV countdown thing. Hystenias selling like there's no tomorrow.’ He rubbed a hand over his throat. "lm sorry, 
Phil. | was outta my head on meds when | drew up the set list. Should've shunted Armageddon down with..." He 
groaned. "With what? Photograph? Rock of Fuckin’ Ages? God, why'd | ever let Mutt talk me into singing so 
bloody shrill?" 


Mutt Lange. Man of the hour. Record producer. Not a day passed, it seemed, that he wasn't on the phone with 
their management company, gushing about Hysteria selling millions of copies and the tour was selling out 


everywhere and the boys were awesome, just fantastic, the best, and they had taped the show at Denver, 


Colorado and he was already envisioning the video's title and cover and footage was being licensed for music 
videos and his hands flew everywhere as he talked, loose blond curls bouncing, dark shades over his eyes, high 
on his job and his band and himself. 


‘I'd screw him for at least one soddin' week off," Rick had muttered. He tightened a strap around his sore 
wrist with his teeth as he collapsed onto a backstage couch. 


When he spoke, Joe had looked possessed, pushing the words out as if he couldn't believe what he was saying, 
but determined to bring them out nonetheless. 


"Why not? If anything, that'll show him how frantic we are." He collapsed onto a squishy armchair. He took in 
every one of his bandmates, pleading for a desperate alliance. "I'll do anything at this point. Even that." 


Phil shot Rick a wide eyed look Rick was staring at Joe, his mouth still working over a suitable sound of 
dismay. Sav sat in stunned silence, pale, completely knackered, unable to string together any useful reply. He 
turned his eyes to Steve, who took one thoughtful pull from his bottle of Jim Beam and fixed washed out blue 
eyes on doe. He seemed deep in thought, the corners of his lips twitching, eyes narrowed. At length, he took 
one more pull of whiskey and let out a short, resigned huff. 


"Why not?" he said. "We win us mates a week off if we manage to screw him, the tour rattles on 
uninterrupted if we don't." He swirled the clear contents of his Jim Beam, taking one quick gulp, looking deaths 


head cheerful. "I'm with Joe. I'll do anything at this point.” 


When informed of his band's plan, Mutt had raised his eyebrows and exchanged one quick look with the boys’ 
manager, the tall, well-dressed, greying Peter Mensch. Peter looked faintly amused. Mutt took it as a green 
light and nodded at Joe, who had drawn the short straw and thus the duty of informing Mutt about their 


desperate proposition. The bet was on. 

Five stomachs turned to lead. Mutt grinned. 

"You've as good as lost already, boys." 

Now, Sav runs a hand through his wild mess of curls and fully understands why Phil can't sit still. Joe's in the 
bunk beyond the kitchen, trying his luck. t's been almost ten minutes. Sav doesn't dare to hope that Joe has 
succeeded. He starts when the bunk door slides open. 

Joe emerges looking rather ill. He looks at no one in particular, merely stands in the middle of the swaying 
bus's hall, telephone poles and toll signs and family station wagons and trucks and cement highway rushing past 


the windows behind him. He follows a billboard for a theme park with his eyes. 


‘| couldn't," he mutters. "It's like doing me Dad. | don't know why | ever.." He trails off, staring at the floor. A 


few heartbeats hammer out in Sav's chest before Joe speaks again. He sounds dazed. "Whose turn is it..?" 


Steve raises his hand. 


*** 

Joe sniffs at Rick's saucepan. "What're you cooking? Not some vegetarian thing, is it? Not likely to win any 
points with Mutt that way." 

"Golden Risotto," Rick reads off the cookbook. "With Parmesan cheese and peanuts. The recipe actually includes 
chicken, but I'm not touching a chicken carcass, not even for a well-deserved holiday" He smiles at Joe, 
hamming it up, all boyish dimples and curls, brandishing a wooden spoon with his one arm. "Dear old Muttll just 
have to deal." 

Cracking open a second beer, Phil tries to get comfortable at the kitchen table. His knees continue to twitch, 
making it almost impossible to relax. "Planning to win his heart through his stomach, are ya?" He can't believe 
what he's just said. The beer drowns out his discomfort. 

Sav is pacing, hands locked behind his back. "Steve's been in there for a while now," he muses. "Maybe he's 
managed it. You think?" He looks from an acutely uncomfortable Joe to a risotto tasting Rick to a beer guzzling 
Phil. "Too much to hope...?" 

The bunk door slides open 

Mutt steps out, supporting a staggering Steve. He walks toward a couch and lays Steve on it, not unkindly. 
Steve's head rocks slightly, his eyes closed, mouth hanging open as he mutters inaudible snatches of some 
private conversation. Folding one of Steve's arms over his chest, Mutt straightens. He smiles ruefully at the 
expectant boys. 

"Drank himself right out of commission, l'm afraid,” he says. 

Sav swallows over a dry throat. Mutt is looking straight at him. 

"Are you next, Sav?" 


He tries so hard not to make his voice break. It escapes in a barely audible squeak. 


"Y-yes." 


* %* * 


Phil looks over his cards, trying to concentrate. What game are they playing, again? Oh, yeah. Go Fish. 
Something simple. Keep their minds occupied. His eyes fall on a random card. Simple. Sav is in the bunk with 


Mutt. Mind occupied. 
"Have you got a Queen?" 


Joe shakes his head. "Phil, are you aware that you always ask for the Queen? The answer is still no, mate. Go 


fish." 


Rick adds vegetable stock to the risotto and stirs. He watches as Phil picks up a card from the pack in the 
middle of the table and Joe asks for a three. Phil hands over two cards, then agonizes over his next move. he 
shifts in his seat, knees knocking together. Rick reckons that must hurt. Phil fell off their round stage at a 
North Carolina show. Slid right off the edge, on his knees, wide eyed and bemused, even when the security 
guards parted the crowd and kept it at bay as the tour meds rushed Phil from the scene, Joe standing at the 
edge of the stage, microphone gripped tight by his side, his back to Rick, unreadable. 


"Have you got a Queen?" Phil says. 


Joe pushes out an exasperated breath. "Look, mate. I'll give you a second go at it. Ask for any other card." He 


waves Phil on with his own set. "Go on. Anything but a Queen, Phil” 
"Have you got a.. King?" 
Joe grumbles in relief and passes over three cards. 


Phil looks all of surprised as he completes his first set at the game. His brow furrows in concentration, four 
beers already setting marbles to rattle behind his eyes, and ponders his next move. He hasn't quite convinced 
himself that asking for a Queen might not be the best move before he hears the bunk door slide open and Sav 
shuffles out into the hall. 


Sav gives Rick an odd, closed look, his cheeks and ears flushed red. 


"Hey, Rick, you weren't planning on using the cute enough to sorta, kind'a, maybe look like a girl tactic, were 


you?" 


Rick shakes his head, pointing at his simmering recipe. "Planning to win his heart through his stomach, 


remember?" 


Sav nods, scratching at his burning cheeks. "Oh. Good. It wouldn't have worked." He wanders over to the plush 
chair Steve had pulled close to the kitchen table and sinks into it. "| swear, the man's straighter than you, Joe. 
Either that, or he's enjoying making us suffer." He shakes his head, lowering it over his chest, long curls hiding 
his face. When he looks up, most of his blush has disappeared. 


"You're next, Rick." 

Faced with his own moment of truth, Rick can only stare at the saucepan, as if daring the answer to his 
problem to appear in the evaporating vegetable stock. "Erm, can he wait? This needs at least fifteen more 
minutes." He looks to Phil. For a moment, he considers asking him to trade places with him. One look at Phil's 


widening blue eyes and that decision loses steam right along with the stock. He shrugs. 


"He'll have to wait. I'm not going in there without this." As he speaks, he picks up a packet of herbs and places 
it in the stock, fumbling over the stirring, biting his lip. 


Joe thinks Rick looks mighty suspicious, but says nothing about it. He gives up on his maudlin game of Go Fish 
with Phil and walks toward the bunk door. He knocks, then sticks his head in His voice is a low rumble as he 


speaks to Mutt, nodding at the answer, then turning toward Rick 


"He'll give you the fifteen minutes." He favours a visibly sagging Phil with a lopsided grin. "And don't you look so 
relieved, Phil. Rick might fail, you know." 


Pushing in an extra packet of herbs, Rick stirs at the risotto and sets his lips into a grim, closed smile. "I aim 


to go down fighting, sir. The well being of my fellow countrymen is at stake." 


* * * 


"Fastest fifteen minutes ever," Rick mumbles, gathering up two warmed dishes topped with steaming, fragrant 
risotto, spoons, wine glasses, and a bottle of pinot noir. He has no idea if pinot noir goes with the risotto. He'll 


take his chances. 


Everything piles neatly onto a tray, the tray lodges comfortably against his hip, the wine bottle he sticks 


under his arm. He flashes his bandmates a grin. 
"Wish me luck." 
With that, he disappears into the bunk. 


Watching him go, brain fuzzy with beer, Phil prays to God and every saint he knows of that Mutt likes risotto 


and pinot noir and impish, one-armed drummers from Derbyshire. 


* eK 


Joe snaps awake as the bunk door slides open. He bounds on his feet and is about to ask Rick if he's been 


successful, but the words never leave his mouth. 


Rick emerges looking flushed and disappointed but oddly excited, eyes dilated and his breathing shallow. He takes 
one look around the room, then strides with terrible purpose to where Sav is sitting. Before Sav can so much 
as wonder what has gotten into him, Rick has straddled him and kissed him full on the lips, hand tangling in 
Sav's hair, body rising, pulling back with a long-suffering sigh. 


Sav blinks, his face growing hot. From their places by the kitchen table, Phil and Joe stare, one mouth hanging 
open, one set of dark eyebrows raised high. Joe finds his voice first. 


"What did you put in that risotto, Rick?" 


Rick has the decency to blush, the tips of his ears turning pink He presses his arm over the bulge in his 
pants, as if he wants to deny that it exists. His voice sounds pained, embarrassed. "I laced it with aphrodisiacs." 
He groans, feeling stupid, everyone's eyes on him. "l'm as horny as hell right now. And what for? It didn't work. 
He must have an iron stomach." 


Shaking his head, Joe bites his lip to keep from laughing. He knows Rick tends to get touchy when he's horny. 
Laughing in his face is not exactly a brilliant idea right about now, especially considering how he got himself 
horny and for whom and, oh God, that hadn't quite worked out, had it? He coughs and cocks a stern eyebrow 
at a softly whimpering Rick. 


"Well," Joe says. "You can go off to the back now. Do your business. Don't make a mess." 
Rick scuttles off, hand already snapping buttons apart. Joe follows him with his eyes, grinning, then turns to 
Phil. With his own attempt well behind him now, Joe finds he's even beginning to enjoy this. He leans close to 


Phil's face and winks. 


"Your turn, Collen" 


* eK 


The bunk door closes behind him with a hollow snap, wheels squeaking over their grooves. It drowns out the 
calls of encouragement Joe and Sav are giving him, banging their fists on the kitchen table. As if this was a 


football match. Goal, Phil. Goall 
Phil swallows. 
Mutt is sitting on the bed, one leg crossed, looking amused. Phil doesn't have to look long to realize his 


bandmates didn't exactly make a dent on Mutts resolve. With the exception of a few undone shirt buttons, it's 


obvious he hasn't been doing much. Looks rather smug, actually. 


Phil takes a seat across from him and folds his hands over his lap. "So," he says. 


"So," Mutt says. He smoothes out a nonexistent wrinkle in his white pants. "What's your tactic? You'll sit there 
and bore me till | give in?" 


"Nah." Phil scratches at the back of his neck, eyes boring holes into the thin, blue rug on the floor. The 
pattern is interlocking triangles. They seem to shift and stretch and skip around the longer he stares at them. 
He's aware of Mutt on the bed, can see one swinging, patent leather shoe at the corner of his eye. He coughs. 


"Um, look, Mutt," he says. "I don't really think this is.. You know? | mean, it was a stupid idea. We were 
desperate." He scratches at his shoulder blades, at his knees, at his elbow, below his chin. "I should go, right?" 


Mutt nods. 
Phil is about to rise, relief flooding his mind, when Mutt speaks again. 
"Would it have been that repulsive, really?" 


It stings. Even as he was numbing his mind with beer, Phil couldn't help but notice the way his friends entered 
and exited the bunk As if the Spanish Inquisition had come to town. Like schoolboys called in to explain a cherry 
bomb in the girl's loo. He finds that he feels even a little pity for Mutt. Lovely arses that they'd behaved as, 
he's surprised Mutt is taking it so well. 


With a sigh, he sinks back into his seat. 


"It just feels weird, is all," he says. "You're our producer. You're older. You're a.. a business man, you know 
what | mean? Joe says it felt like.." His face is growing warm. "Um. Like his dad, yeah? And this is just over 
wanting to go on holiday. Tour's been a real bastard" He shoots Mutt an apologetic look. "Not complaining, mind 


you. Well, maybe | am, at that. It's just that... You know..?" 
"| know." 


Pushing himself off the bed, Mutt walks to Phil's side. He winks at him, once. Phil wonders if he ever winked at 
all, or if it's just the fuzzy feeling in his head. Its swimming a little. Makes it look as if Mutt's leaning down. 
Feels like Mutts kissing him. Rather sweetly. Gentle. Tastes like spearmint gum. Is he saying you're cute, Phil and 
running a hand down his cheek? Can't be. It actually soothes Phil, sets him at ease. Did he kiss Mutt back? 
Tastes like spearmint gum and beer. But it can't be. 


The bunk door slides open 


Phil shields his eyes from the sudden light, hears Mutt as he speaks to a fidgety Joe and Sav and Rick who's 


finished his business and even to a gently snoring Steve. 


"Two weeks vacation, boys. You deserve it. But once you're back, it's business again as usual, got it?" 


Phil nods along with the rest. 


It strikes him that he rather likes spearmint gum. 
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